86              AFTER    THESE     MANY    QUESTS
of all kinds, including murder, was fairly common in Bomba thanks to the large population of Pathans whose activity ranged from money-lending to private punitive expeditioi in the best traditions of the Middle Ages. A murder was a] to get only a couple of lines, unless, of course, a Europes was involved.
So I handed the shooting to the grinning Khadiri who w; our police reporter. Had I been more experienced and le; intent on some social fixture I would have realised two thing First, that Bombay murderers normally preferred tl knife ; secondly, that it was odd for a shooting to occur i Bombay's best residential district and nearest approach to beauty spot.
Dawn next day brought, with the chota hasri, a seve] shock. Khadiri, unable either to cope with the matter hin self or to find me, had enlisted the help of Sirur. They eve roped in a somewhat indignant and slightly incoherent Ja^ who had been induced to make some hospital inquiries.
Among them they had written the first instalment of story which eventually unfolded as one of the most sens* tional incidents in the twentieth-century records of Indis It had all the ingredients of first-class newspaper stuff-love, hate, murder, mystery; a wealthy maharajah, h favourite court singer; conspiracy, the pluck of a Britis officer; the steam-roller of detection and justice workin slowly and inexorably.
A queer coincidence brought the story to print. Som British officers, who were passing through Bombay, had bee playing golf at the Willingdon Club. After the game, n doubt, they had a few chota pegs, and in mellow mood the entered a car to drive back to the Taj Mahal Hotel. As the were approaching Malabar Hill they took a fateful wron turning. Suddenly the night air, heavy with scent from tli hanging-gardens, was rent by flashes, followed by the soun of pistol shots. They discerned the vague outlines of tw other cars stationary on the hill, one being slewed aero? the road. Then as they slowed down they could see a struj. gling group and hear a woman's shrill screams of pain an terror. Lieutenant Saegert (who in World War II becam commander of a Commando1) was first out of the car a.n